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after dinner) of a bottle of wine from my own vineyard.
Here it is/*

I have already noticed the top sticking out of his
mackintosh pocket*

"What did you think of Scrafin in Rome?**

Here I am guarded in reply, for Mr, Francis Toye is
possibly one of the greatest living authorities on Italian
opera (he has written books on Verdi, Rossini, Bellini,
and we are hoping for one on Puccini) and an ill-planned
word will change that friendly bay to a hostile bark.

"Tell me just what you think of this," he calls across
the dining-car, as with much ceremony the remnants of
the bottle are carried to my table* A sip of the bottled
Italian sunshine, and I can picture Francis and his brother
Geoffrey (a most talented composer with a great sense of
humour who is giving us our Gilbert and Sullivan operas
on the films) hopping about bare-footed as they tread
down the luscious grapes:

"Like to a moving vintage down they came
Crown'd with green leaves , . ,"

Both brothers are great connoisseurs of wine, while
Francis spends much of his time as managing director of
Boulestin's restaurant* Hear them in a discussion over a
bottle of daret: "Geoffrey, doesn't this bouquet recall to
you that of the 1900 Giscours we found quite by accident
in that little aubwg* at Fines Herbes?" asks Francis.

"Where's Fines Herbes?" you gendy query.

"Oh, a small place near that tiny seaport on the
Brittany coast where Geoffrey, Richard Collett (you
know him, a director of the Savoy Hotel group) and I
have beta every summer for the last twenty-five years.
We refuse to tell anybody else whese it is/'